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the hell are you taking all the road for?"
he demanded, slipping from his machine and glar-
ing angrily at Granet.
"I might ask," was the curt reply, "why you are
riding along a private road like a lunatic."
"I ride as I choose," was the furious retort. "Be
so good as to move into the side so that I can get
by."
"It will do you no good if I do/* Granet assured
him* "This road leads only to the side entrance and
through that you will not be able to pass."
Paul Oliver's appearance became more un-
pleasant than ever. He scowled at Granet whilst his
foot played with the pedal of his machine.
"Who's going to stop me from passing?" he de-
manded. "I am going to Grasse."
"I doubt it. As you turn the next bend you will
see standing across the entrance, with the gate
closed behind him, a swarthy gendarme."
"It'll take a regiment to stop me," Oliver blus-
tered. "I've had enough of this >lace. I've left my
luggage at the bungalow. They <*an get their fort-
night's rent out of that."
"So that's the trouble, is it? That was why you
were angry with the French detective who asked
you questions about Lady Grassleyes."
The young man stared at Granet and seemed
suddenly to recognize him. He pulled off his gog-
gles. Granet bowed ironically.
"So you were at that damned meeting," Oliver
muttered.
"I was there, Mr. Paul Oliver," Granet admitted.